still sounding your fanfare. Tell me, Helene, are you not
quite convinced about our decision ? That it is the only
thing left for us to do ? "
" Oh, yes. I am convinced, Firilei. But surely I may
be a little sorry that everything should be at an end. I
have worked so much in my life, I have put up with so
much hardship, and I have had so little fun. And it has
all been of no avail. Chemistry, no use; future, no use ;
all finished. Surely I may say : ' It's a pity' ? You see
we have always been like this, as though we were
standing on the opposite banks of a stream. I would have
liked to have had the strength to draw you over to my
side, to the bright side, where the simple folk live, like
myself, or Marx, or Meier. . . . But now everything is
changed, everything is barred and obstructed on all
sides, without and within," said Helene, and at the word
" within " the picture of Ambrosius appeared somewhere
deep down in her heart, "and in the end, you have
proved the stronger of die two. You have converted
me. You have drawn me over to your bank. I am beside
you—and we won't complain any more. We will go
through your open door without protesting, Firilei.
Look how the evening is drawing in 1 We must store up
dais evening peace deep within us, for we shall never
experience it again. You must hold me very close to-day,
you must be very fond of me, my Firilei."
The meadows were already covered with dew. On the
long grass stalks butterflies were sleeping with folded
wings, hundreds, thousands of white butterflies. They
looked in the darkness like the tiniest of sailing-boats
sailing on a sea of mist, or like some strange, pale,
dream-flowers.
"Tell me again about that Japanese god/' said
Helene, after a long silence during which they had
climbed upwards, breathing hard, and had entered the
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